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Ne'er to have gone from these eyes, Never been torn from this breast.
Mother, my heart runs over ; but the time Presses me. chides me, will not. let me weep.
Fearest thou now ?
I fear not, but I think on my design.
Merope.
At the undried fount of this breast, A babe, thou smilest again. Thy brothers play at my feet, Early-slain innocents ! near, Thy kind-speaking father standa
Eemember, to revenge his death I come I
Merope.
Ah ... revenge! That word ! it kills me ! I see